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" Worse than dead/' replied the old man, with his mournful
voice; " for they are not dead, hut lost forever to me. 0, would
to Heaven that they were but dead!"

These strange words astonished Eekart, and he asked the
old man to explain the riddle ; whereupon the latter answered :
" The age we live in is indeed a marvellous age, and surely the
last days are at hand; for the most dreadful signs are sent into
the world, to threaten it. Every sort of wickedness is casting off
its old fetters, and stalking bold and free about the Earth; the
fear of God is drying up and dispersing, and can find no channel
to unite in; and the Powers of Evil are rising audaciously from
their dark nooks, and celebrating their triumph. Ah, my dear
sir! we are old, but not old enough for such prodigious things.
You have doubtless seen the Comet, that wondrous light in the
sky, that shines so prophetically down upon us ? All men pre-
dict evil; and no one thinks of beginning the reform with him-
self, and so essaying to turn off the rod. Nor is this enough;
but portents are also issuing from the Earth, and breaking mys-
teriously from the depths below, even as the light shines fright-
fully on us from above. Have you never heard of the Hill, which
people call the Hill of Venus ?"

" Never," said Eckart, " far as I have travelled."

" I am surprised at that," replied the old man; " for the
matter is now grown as notorious as it is true. To this Moun-
tain have the Devils fled, and sought shelter in the desert centre
of the Earth, according as the growth of our Holy Faith has cast
down the idolatrous worship of the Heathen. Here, they say,
before all others, Lady Venus keeps her court, and all her hellish
hosts of worldly Lusts and forbidden Wishes gather round her,
so that the Hill has been accursed since time immemorial.'*

" But in what country lies the Hill ?" inquired Eckart.

<c There is the secret," said the old man, " that no one can
tell this, except he have first given himself up to be Satan's ser-
vant ; and, indeed, no guiltless person ever thinks of seeking it
out. A wonderful Musician on a sud-den issues from below, whom
the Powers of Hell have sent as their ambassador; he roams
through the world, and plays, and makes music on a pipe, so
that his tones sound far and wide. And whoever hears these
sounds is seized by him with visible yet inexplicable force, and
drawn on, on, into the wilderness ; he sees not the road he tra-
vels ; he wanders, and wanders, and is not weary ; his strength